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"She is the only artist who has not asked me to sit. All others would
jump at the opportunity/'
I said that the wisest thing would be for him to ask her personally.
"You see," he explained, "Troubetskoy promised to do me in half
an hour and took half a year and as for Rodin, I had to stay there for a
whole month and even then he did not finish. I got painted by John
because I happened to be staying at Lady Gregory's in Coole when he was
invited to come down. She commissioned him to paint her grandchild
and so got what she really intended. When John painted, he took off his
coat, put the canvases on the best chairs and painted many at one sitting.
When he was dissatisfied he just washed off the whole canvas clean and
started another on the same canvas. He painted with large brushes and used
large quantities of paint. I was also painted by Collier. He painted with a
very long brush like a broomstick, to keep well away from the canvas,
and his wife always came in to tell him what to do. He took her instruc-
tions without question."
He did ask Clare if she would like him to sit.
"I will come and sit for you every day if you like, as long as you
can bear my company. I warn you that my repertory is very limited
and as soon as I start repeating myself, you will, no doubt, not want to
see me again. However, when will you start?"
He was surprised when he came to sit, that a large canvas awaited
him.
"This is a large canvas," he said, "isn't it waste? John only did a few
small canvases. I warn you that it will never be hung in the Academy.
Once, a portrait of mine was provisionally accepted, but when the P.R.A.
appeared on the scene and saw it, he shouted: 'Take that beaver out of the
way!'"
He was a born sitter. And he had obviously decided as to what he
wanted to go down to posterity. At the end of the first sitting he thought
the head already complete, though it was but sketched in.
"I am not as magnificent a figure, surely? It is a pity that I have always
refused honours and degrees for I would look well in academic
robes. I have this in common with Quakers, that I despise honours.
It is enough that I am a Bernard Shaw and that is the highest order of
merit. O.M. just stands for Old Man and I am not that yet. Wells has a
fondness for academic distinction. It is the boyhood in him, respecting
the professor and wanting to beat him at his own game."
"My son says that every young fellow while at school dreams of